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WRITTEN FOR THE BUNDA.T KEPUBUC.
The RarUon stretched from the Btrlp of

lawn In front of the house to the dauclng
waters of the .sound.

There Tefo .bJ .of chrytaathemums In
dorlous autiimn bloom, and banks of hy-
drangeas, bi Jot. untouched by froit, and
over all thq pale, 'pure sunlight of early
mornlns. ,

The dew p-a-i atlll heavy, and ,a girl,
who wan busy euttlnc flowers and drop-

ping them Into ber baaktt, jrathered up
her whlio skirts from the tret path vrtth
thrlftj-- care;

A charming picture this young fta
made; her hair rippled back from her
forehead Tn(a golden halo; her eyes were
set wideband had a Madonna-lik- e sweet-
ness, which' wjs again contradicted by
the sauclness of --her. llttlo nose; the out-
line of tho face was delicately lovely.

The white, cotton frock, with Its turned-or- cr

collar and cuffs and a white apron,
stomped her ah k servant.

Down the'walk', wltli a pair of clipping
scissors, came the under cardenor.'a lino
broth of a boy, with a complexion to rival
his own lilies and roses, partly from
fresh application of soap and water," part-
ly from the purity of healthy living, imd,
seeing the object of his long-pe- nt pas-i-I-

so seductively unconscious behind the
boech tree, he took fate around the waist
and gave her a hearty kiss.

Never was retribution more swift and
nnal. The" girl slapped "the bold cheek
on him," and, setting her basket, she ran
like Atalanta toward tho hou?e.

But tho adventure was not to end so
quickly, and it may be remarked In pass-
ing that young serving maids should keep
to their end of the house. Pretty Koso fled
tip the front steps to the piazza and ran
almost Into the arms of a dlgnlfled elder-
ly gentleman with a crop of gray hair,
a brown paper-colore- d complexion and
cjes that visualized as well as Mir. It
required little Imagination to guess that
he was tho distinguished foreign artist,
w ho had arrived the night before to visit
her employers.

"My dear," he said, as she drew back
with an apology, "you arc very pretty. I
shall paint your portrait. I fed as if I
had seen you before."

.Now, Rose had been much perturbed by
the encounter with tho gardener and felt
distrust of mankind.

"I beg your, pardon, sir," she said, "but
I am only a 'servant. Mrs. Starr pays for
my face as well aa my services. I am
sorry I cannot-oblig- e you."

"She pays tor a shrewd tongue as well,"
he answered. "X think thero is some mys- -
.cjr hot. r
.Jtose, retrieved her manners bv nlrWno--

up aicjicill-hftd",dropp- eIf and dlsap- -.

jjcnreu, aruupu wo corner tKi;uie nouse.
Coriellf sto6d' amazed that mortal worn-- ,

an could refuse toe compliment' of his
genius, and then ho shrugged his shoul- -
J.l V J "w ".

"She 'has saved me' good jmoney,? he
roliloqulzed. "Why should T wasto myi
tlmo putting her handsome face on can-
vas and' cajling.it QuIneverok or some
betlsc. whe.'n, twenty rich Americans are
clamoring, .15 have their ugly portraits
painted at nrtythonsa'nd francs apiece?"
Here he'flung hlmrelf Into a chair and let
his eyes wander over the garden and broad
expanse of water beyond.

Nine o'clock found him seated at the ta
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ble with his host and hostess, ready to dojustice to the bountiful abundance of an
American breakfast. Corlelll was truly
cosmopolitan. All pleasant customs were
his by adoption, whether gathered from
the Italy of his youtli or the England of
his later life. Ho had an appetite on tap
and a curiosity that never failed to probe
a sensation.

Rose had provided him with a sensation
that morning, and he was only waiting
for a pause in the conversation to ply his
friend John Starr with questions, perti-
nent or impertinent, to satisfy his curios-
ity.

Mr. Starr was aquiline in features and
sandy in complexion. He belonged to the
parrot type of humans. His opinions were
stiff and when opposed became obstinate.
His wife dominated him by pure kindly
common sense, but he didn't know it.

The postman's whlstlo pounded outside,
and Rose entered the breakfast-roo- with
the, letters, placing them silently beside
Mrs. Starr's plate.

Here was Corlelli's chance. Ho looked
approvingly after her as she went out, so
free from so gracefully
dlgnlfled, and turned to his hostess.

"Vou will pardon the artist in me for
remarking upon the singular beauty of
that young woman." he said.

Mrs. Starr's brow contracted. She con-
sidered tho comment a breach of good
manners, but Mr. Starr responded with In-

terest.
"She has a strange history," he said.

"We found her In the slums, and yet she
may be an body the highest or the low-
est."

Corlelll bent forward.
"Tell me her story," he begged.
Now, John Starr loved the sound of his

own voice, and he was not liorlns if" you
happened to have time to libten to him.

"My wife," he bjgan. "was shopping for
Christmas one December afternoon about
fifteen years ago, wasn't It, my dear?
when, as sho came out of one of our great
bazaars sho heard thrill screams from
child and saw a half-tips- y woman ttrik-,In- g

a little girl w ith the, handle of a heavy
"umbrella. Mrs. Starr is a courageous
woman. She was soon the center of an
admiring throng as sho stood between the
child and her tormentor and held her at
bay. Fortunately n policeman was near
and arrested the woman at my wife's be-
hest. The child was handed oyer to the
matron of the police station and tho vira-
go locked up for the night, mul tho next
day my wife appeared against her In
court."

"A bravo lady," said Corlelll. bowing;
"and you took tho child from her drunken
mother, madam?"

"Ahl there Is Just the point," said John
Starr. "It wasn't her mother. The wom-
an told the magistrate that the girl be-

longed to a lodger had died the week
before, leaving no provision for her little
daughter, no address of friends nothing
but a few clothes and personal effects,
which, while they Indicated better cir
cumstances, were of llu.e Intrinsic value.
As her lodger owed her money she had
sold the clothes to repay herself. She
had kept the little ono a few days, out of
charity, but meant to hand her over to
the authorities. She had no money to
wasto on other people's brats, she said.
She admitted having been tipsy the night
before, and confessed tho child had, an-
gered her by breaking a,way- - from her to
look at window,"
.'I trust she gota Heavy sentence," said

CorieUi.- - with spirit .
'

'J&hn Starr laufched. . t
'Qnljr.aiflnev whtch.she"' podding across

.the tab'oiat'his wife "paid. So like a
rwqman,Uo invoke; the terrors of the law
ana men-cr- y mercy me-rru- m was
wife was so entranced wlthrthe little girl's
beauty that her only thought wui to get
possession if her und save fier from a

life of vice. I arranged to have her le-
gally given over to us, and here sho has
lived ever since give me another cup of
coffee, Sophia," all In :i breath.

The foreign gentleman was getting a lit-
tle bored with so much eulogy of "my
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wife." but he managed one more question.
"l'ou decided to bring her up as a house

servant?" he said.
John Starr looked the modern Solomon.Sophia would have adopted her," hesaid, shaking his -- buthead, I was Arm.Sense, rather than sentiment,' was mymotto; hut I sent the child to tho public

school, and at homo she has had readingenough to turn her head, and now she la
I, w,ff.3 mald' ani1 a good one, too."Airs, fatarr gathered up her letters anarose from the table.

no'rfXmust no.S weary Mr- - Corlelll withvirtues," n0 Eaid. and then, se-lecting a letter, added: "Here
'J01? JaLk- - Dld taoVSS.

'ut! d Starr. "It.,"; has made ahim, and now tho war Is vittua-l- yover anQ he w.h be home in theHe earned off Coiiclh to his stuolo.fand
Mrs. Starr, wnh'a-slg- h for her absentson went to hen Qreadng-roo- m to readJs letter In peace.
i','.8li.nd .7e..some a"nc clothes." thesaid, "tor the mgnis are beginningto bo cold, and toll the cook to make meone of her almond cakes and any othergood thing her fancy suggests.

"I see no signs of our getting away fromhere, though the report is wo are go.nato Matanzas for In ths mean-
while Dick Oliphant and I want to do abit of the aestneuc in our quarters. Yousee, we know a lot at girls in tho town,
and parties are always coming down to
the camp. Couldn't you send us a rug anda few cushions and some cheap photo-
graphs, Just to make the place look habit-
able?"

Mrs. Starr finished her letters and rang
tho. bell for Rose. There could be no
doubt of the affection between the lady
and her attendant, for they greeted one
another with a smile that was tender on
the part of the girl and Indulgent on the
lart ct the mistress.

"Rosie," said Mrs. Starr, "Mr. Jackwants more tilings sent to him; your
pencil anu maKe a list," and sho dictated
rapidly from tho letter.

The girl's handw.itlng was good, her
spelling excellent.

"We must send some books," she said,as she put down the last Item.
"Docldcdly." answered her mistress.

"What shou'd you recommend ?'
The singularity of the question struck

neither of them, and tin animated discus-
sion followed. Indeed, Rosle's reading had
been Mrs. Starr's caro for years. She
ncier dreaded developing her Intelligence
at the expense of her contentment. Tho
girl seemed too healthy minded for that.

When all was settled. Mrs. Starr's
thoughts turned to her garden.

"Get mo my boots and hat. llosle," sho
said, and In a moment the maid was on
rcr knees buttoning her lady's boats.

She held the door open for Mrs. Starr
and then betook herself to her task. She
made her selection among the boxes of the
trunkroom for one suitable to send to theyoung master.

Outside, In the garden, Mrs. Starr had
been Jo.ned by the foreign gentleman, and
they were walking toward the little sum-
mer house, where Rose remembered hn
and Master Jack used to have their les
sons in nursery days her superior qulck-Jic- ss

being used as a. flllln to his bovlsh
,laz.nets in the democratic companionship
01 cniionooa.

Dear Mrs. Starr had always been kind,
and so had old Ellen. .Mra. Starr's maid.
"who kept her little bed beside her own
ht night and always held her hand when
she dreamed of robbers nnd Indians or
wlcked.people.comlng to steal her away.

The servants were already seated when
she slipped Into her place, on the Isft of
Mr. Thomason, the butler. Mr. Thomason
was tall and thin, with black hair, which
he wore In a gracious wave on his fore-
head. A pronounced taste for music on
the concertina aud skill in table decora
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tive? made his opinion much valuedamong tho women servants. He was in theact of admonishing one of tho footmen as
Rose entered.

Before tho meal was over Roso's bellrang, nn occurrence which drew forth thestlr.g of Mr. Thomason's sarcasm.
"Sen-ant- s 'asn't no stummicks, I taket," he remarked grimly. "They don't like

their meals in peace! Oh, no! Good tlmo
to ring 'cm hup when you know they're
Ittln' Idle, eatln'."
Rose found Mr. Starr in tho studio,

where Sir. Corlelli's wish was explained
and granted. It was as a study for some
future work he wanted the girl's face,
and a simple arrangement of statuellko
drapery was all that would be necessary
In costume.

That afternoon preliminary work began.
"You will photograph her for tho pose,

Corlelll?" asked John Starr, wheeling thogreat camera Into position, nnd they
amused themselves with this toy till the
carriage came, to take them for a drive.

"This photographing saves a man a lot
of falso starts," said John Starr, nnd
then, turning to dismiss Rose, ho added:
"We will print these If tho sun
shines, and by the afternoon Mr. Corlelll
will begin painting you. vu may go."

So the next afternoon tho great work
began, Tho best of the photographs, after
serving Its momentary purposo in thestudio, was packed in Jack's box and sentto Chickamauga. Just to show him thehonor done to his. old playfellow. Rosie.by the great Corlelll nnd wn nna it,n,if,i.
of It ugaln in tho Interest of the growingportrait that seemed to glow with life un-
der that InsDlred brush.

At the last sitting, when Rose's ex-
pressive face seemed ready to speak toyou from the canvas; Corlelll urne.i tn
Mrs. Starr (always present on these oe.
caslons) and repeated an intimation ho
had given before of his interest in theyoung woman.

"Of course' ho said, "you have ex-
perienced that queer feeling of having
sen or done a thing before! and know-
ing Just what will happen next, that al-
most borders on the supernatural. This
Impression has haunted me wh'Ie I have
been painting your maid's Portrait, and
yet sho tells mo sha li- - never been out
of this country, and as certainly I have
never before been in It. Shell we ex-
plain such phenomena on the theory of a

and the talk wandered to
subJectr psychological.

At the end of a fortnight, when Corlelll
and hla portrait had departed, Hnd llfo
had resumed its humdrum routine for
Rose, a letter camo from Chickamauga
which gave. Mrs. Starr tho worst twenty-fo- ur

hours of her life.
".My Dear Mother" (Jack wrote): "It

was u malicious fate that prompted vou
,to send Rosle's photograph; There's tho
uevn to pay una no pi:cn not

"That sublime ass Dick Olyphant haa
fallen In lovo with It and has kicked over-
all bounds. He was with me when tho
box qame und helped mo to open it, and
the photograph was the 'first thing on top.
He stood staring like a crazy man, and
then he broke out with: "It's tho most
beautiful face on earth,' and I shall marry
her It sho will have mel d like
that, you know. I Just grinned, 'enjoying
the Joke, till I thought I ought to tell
him, and then I said:

" 'You great goat! That's a servant
of my mother's!"

"Thank heaven!" he said, piously, 'It
gives me a better chance.'

"" 'Wouldn't you like a line) of introduc-
tion to our cook?' I asked, trying a bit
of sarcasm. 'She has) her good points
as well as" Rosie."
""If his eyes had been bayonets I .should

have been eplked and he neve; spoke to
me again until to-d- when he informed
me ho had got leave-

- to go homo and
asked a letter to you. I declined upon
the ground that I should not assist him
to commit suicide, but he'll turn up at
the house, all the same.

"If any one can save blm It will be you,

rrnrnd.
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my dear mother, and ho Is worth your
interest the best fellow in tho world,
desperately unconventional, with no' fam-
ily to keep him In order, rich and inde-
pendent. Do your best no offense to
Hosle, who Is a worthy soul. Your af-

fectionate son. J. STARR, JR."
A woman's mind is often a sealed book

to the other sex, even to the men who
know her best. Jack Starr little Imagined
that his letter. Instead of shocking his
mother's class prejudices, would open up
a realm of romance that excited her to
fever point. She loved the girl she had
brought up and secretly believed her of
gentle parentage, whereas this friend of
Jack's this Dick Ob pliant was but a
name to her. If his lovo and money
could assure Rosle's future happi-
ness, was It .for her, as guardian,
to Bet up barriers of caste distinction?
Here was a chivalrous young
fellow with no family to consult deter-
mined to play Cophetuu: where could he
find a beggar maid liko her Roslo? Beau-
tiful, good, well brought up almost too
well for her class and young enough to
be molded to any position.

That evening, when dressing for dinner,
Mrs. Starr noticed that the girl's eyes
wero red from tears. 3hn seldom Invited
confidences which wcro likely to concern
the young woman's relations with her

but to-d- Rosie occupied tt
very prominent position in her thoughts,
so she laid her hand on her shoulder and
asked what was wrong.

A flood of tears was the answer, and
then, llttlo by llttlo, the story camo jut
how tho'under gardener wanted to marry
her and she couldn't endure his lovemak-In- g,

and ho was angry und was going to
leave,, and all the servants said It was her
fault 'and that sho was so proud that no
one was good enough for her, and that
she wanted a prince for a husband.

"Do you, Rosie?" asked Mrs. Starr,
quizzically.

The girl Jooktd hutt, then thoughtful,
and then a deep blush dyed her cheeks.

"You will think mo worse than foolish,"
ehe said, "but I shrink from tho men of
my own claes of life. I get on with the
women, but the men mako rao feel " a
gesture of repulsion finished the sentenco.

"Keep them at arm's length, my child,"
said Mrs. Starr, heartily, "and as for the
gurdener, ho is easily replaced; don't
break your heart over that."

Tho following day tho comedy began
Mr. Richard Olyphant's card was brought
to Mrs. Starr, und she went to tho draw

to receive him with a fluttering
neart. Jvot even to her husband had sno
conllded the strange story.

Tho visitor, who had been looking out of
tho window, turned sharply round ns sho
entered; a soldierly fig-
ure, with upward-curlin- g mustuches,'
steady gray eyes and a firm chin.

"Not to be bamboozled knows his own
mind." was Mrs. tarrH Inward comments

Sho welcomed him warmly, asked for
news of her son, spoke with effusion of
Jack's affection for Mr. olyphant, and
then waited for him to make the next
move.

It camo. with a rush.
"Mrs. Starr." he said. "I know Jack has

told you ofmy infatuation. I have fallen
In lovo with' your maid's picture and mean
to marry her If she will have me."

Tho lady's answer was 'distinctly s.

"Then let us hope she won't. Such a
marriage would mean social. death to you."

".Let It!" hcretorted. "I" am responsible
to no one. without family ties, rich
enough ,to make my own life. If you want
to. know more about mo I cstn refer you to
mutual friends. Your protege will be safe
with me."

"I am not thinking of Rose Just now,"
sho answered. "I am distressed at being
the Involuntary agent In what mUBtbe
considered a great folly."

She was making a better resistance than
she had deemed possible, but tho young
man set aside argument by. asking:

"May I seo Rose, Mrs.' Starr?"
"How can you see her?"Sne asked, im-

patiently. "Do you expect me to summon
jny servants to receive their guests here?"

"I can go to your Kitchen with our
permission," he answered.

Mrs. Starr was secretly elated. Sho
yielded a, point,

"I will give you the opportunity of see

Bril.
ing what she looks like, but that is all;
do not stare. If you please."

She rang the bell and a servant ap-
peared.

"Tell my maid to bring me some pins.
I have torn my dress."

In very truth she had stepped on the
lace of her flounce, which lay in a loop
on the carpet.

In a few minutes the portiere was
pushed aside and a girl came quietly Into
the room. Olyphant flushed to tho roots
of his hair and would have sprung to his
feet had not a look from Mrs. Starr re-

strained him. Rose was so infinitely love-
lier than her photograph that his roman
tic fancy btcame a headlong passion.
From the crown of her gulden head to
tho hem of her white dress sho seemed
to him the embodiment of womanly per-
fection.

Mrs. Starr murmured a few words about
the repairing of her gown, and tho girl
knelt at her side, gathering the lace Into
folds and placing her pins with feminine
art. Tho bands were slim and shapely and
sho used them with exceeding grace.

Her task finished, she prepared to leavo
the room, when Olyphant made u dash for
tho door, and, before Mrs. Starr could
stop him, held aside the portiere for her
to pass. It embarrassed the poor child
terribly. A deep blush made her even
more divinely lovpty, and when she raised
her eyes to acknowledge the courtesy
Olyphant could have made hlmeelf a door-
mat for her to walk over.

Mrs. Starr was exasperated.
"How can you be so foolish!" she ex-

claimed when tho girl had gone. "To treat
a servant like a lady Is no compliment; It
Is unseemly, lou make my task doubly
hard."

The young man's thoughts wero forging
ahead. Ho seemed hardly to hear the re-
proaches of his hostess, but with an effort
he came back to the present.

"Tho situation is Indeed intolerable," he
agreed, "so let us end It at once. Would
you of your kindness present tho casu to
Rose? Tell her I am n soldier In your
son s regiment sink the foct that I am a
gentleman if you think It would startle
her sav that I have fallen In love with
hpr nnd am hero tp nsk her hand of you.
If Bho Is not too much shocked may I see
her again T'

"What would you do." she asked. "If I
refused to help you?"

"I should effect an Interview through the
back door instead of the front," he said
daringly.

She laughed and left the room.
There Is nothing In domestic furniture

so riotous and untamed as a woman's up-

per bureau drawer. Sven times a day It
can bo reduced to appie-pl- c order, and
In a twinkling gloves and ells and hand-
kerchiefs have twisted themselves Into
hlgglety-plgglet- y confusion.

Rose was tidying this receptacle of the
minutiae of her lady's toilet when Mrs.
Starr came Into tho room seeking an in-

terview In tho Interest of King Cophetua.
who was cooling his heels In the parlor.

There was a portentous rustle In tho
lady's skirts and a rolemn expression In
her handsome middle-age- d fuco that sug-
gested a crisis.

"Rose," she said, shutting tho door be-

hind her, "we wero talking yesterday of
the gardener's attentions to you and your
dislike to men in your own class. Tell me,
what would be the chances of happiness
If a girl like you pretty and educated
beyond her position should marry a gen-
tleman?"

Astonishment was the sole expression
on the young woman's face. Mrs. Starr,
.while willing to dlscus3 books with her,
never Invited Intimate conversation.

After a moment's hesitation, she an-
swered: "They might bo happy till the
gentleman began to feel the poor wife's
shortcomings, and then ho would cease
to love her and she would want to die."

"But sho might- - bo clever and adapta-
ble, and have friends who could teach her
many things," said Mrs, Starr.

Rose began to feel uncomfortable in this
strange conversation. ,

Those things only happen In stories,
Mrs. Starr." shu said, with a worried look;

"And yet," tho lady went on. "at this
moment' there Is a i oung gentleman down-
stairs who asks, for no greater happiness
than to lay his heart and his fortune at

r f

the feet of my maid. What shall I say to
him. Rosier'

"Oh!;' sho said, flushing painfully, "you
are milking fun of me. ma'am. Tou ara
showing mo the absurdity of what I said
to you yesterday. And yet I thought Z
might confide In you."

Mrr. Starr laid her hand on the girl's
shoulder.

"For shame, Rosie," she said, "to doubt
my affection. I tell you the simple truth.
A gentleman who has fallen in love with
your beauty believes your nature to bo
as lovely us your face, and wishes to
marry you. Will you see him for your-
self?"

"Is It ?" began Rose, and then lost
courage.

Mrs. Starr finished the sentence.
"The young gentleman who held tho

portlero for you to pass. It Is he, and no
ono else Mr. Richard OIphant, my Hon's
friend, and he has come all the way from
Chickamauga to find the original of the
photograph we packed in the box, and ho
Is waiting for his answer. What shall I
say?"
. "Oh. tell him to bo without seeing me,

dear Mrs. Starr." cried poor Rosie. In dis.
tress. "I should bo a drag upon him oil
his life. Don't let him think of mo again."

"R-sie- ." said her friend, "if there wcro
no such thing as social distinctions, if wo
were all as tqual In men's sight os we
arc in God's, could vou love such a man'"

"Hnw can I tell?" answered the girl,
and then the ghost of a mischievous smile
trembled on her lips. "Ho is very hand-
some." she said, blushing.

"You had belter tell him so yourself."
said the lady, leaving the room as abruptly
us she had entered It

In the meanwhile Olyphant had been
pacing the drawing-room- 1 like a caged ti-

ger. IUrf hostess was gone so long that
he began to suspect her of using this as a.
silent meurs of getting r(d of him except
that he know Jack's mother could never bo
discourteous.

Finally a servant lnvitd him to follow,
and they mounted the stairs to a small
morning room overlooking the drive, and
almot beforo he could tako in his sur-
roundings tho door opened and closed, and
there stood Rosa, looking at him like some
beautiful statue a Galatea In her marble
whiteness. Her lips were parted, as If
she had tried to speak and failed; hex eyes
looked Imploring.

"Don't look like that,'' the young man.
pleaded. "Do you think I want to fright-
en you, you whom I adore? It Is my
anxiety to do what is most straightfor-
ward that makes roo so brusque, that
makes me afraid to delay my avowal.
First I fell In love) with your picture, and
now that I have seen you I feel that I
must win you 01 die. Will you give me--

chance?"
His word? wero warm, but he kept his

position In the window..
A little color crept into Rose's cheek.
"If I felt sure, ypu appreciated ail It

means for u gtntleman Uko you " aha
began, and hes'tatcd. .

"Who told you 1 was a gentleman?" h
asked.

Sho.gave a little impatient, smile.
Continued on page three.
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